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On February 28th, 1938, we left Hongkong in the Tai~
Shan, a river-boat, bound for Canton.

At this time, Canton could be reached by two alterna-
tive routes: the river-line or the Kowloon-Canton railway.
The railway was being bombed, almost daily, by Japanese
planes operating from an aircraft-carrier anchored some-
where off Macao; but these attacks did very little to dis-
turb traffic. Most of the bombs fell wide of their mark. If
the track was hit, gangs of coolies, working at amazing
speed, could repair it within a few hours, The river-
boats, which were British-owned, had never been bombed
at all

It was a fine, hot, steamy morning. We breakfasted on
board, and hurried out on to the deck, eager to miss none
of the sensational sights which had been promised us.
Friends in Hongkong, who had made the trip, had de-
scribed how Japanese planes, returning from a raid, might
swoop low over the Tai-Shan, playfully aiming their
machine-guns at our heads* Or perhaps we should actu-
ally see the Japanese warships engaged in an artillery
duel with, the Bocca Tigris forts* If only we could get some
photographs! We were secretly determined to try, despite
the printed warning against cameras which we had Bead
itx the dining-saloon; 'During the critical time of the coun-
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